The Spaniſh LA D Y*'s Love 
OO an Engliſh Captain. 


Cupid? s bands did tie them faſter 
=; By the linki. g of the cye. 
In his courteous company 
Was all her Joy, 
> To ſavor hm w any taing 
She was not coy. 
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But at 1 there came © commandment, 
For to f«t all Ladies free, 
With their J wels ſtill adorned, 
None to do them inury, 
Then ſaid this Lady mild, 
Ah! woe is me! 
O let me {till enjoy 
My kind Copuvity. 
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Gallant Captain, take ſome pity 
On a woman in Diſtreis; 
Leave me not within this City 
For to die in heavineſs: 
They have et this very dy 
My body free; 
Yet my heart i 10 priſon ſtill. 
Remains with t thee. 
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Why ſhould'ft thos fair Lady love nes, 
= Who's declar'd thy nation's foe? 

Thy fair werds make me ſuſpect thee, 

ä An lie where flowers grow. 


—W ILL you Low of A Spinith Ladyc. — f on thee, 
How ſhe woo'd an Engliſhman, 1 with the ſame on 15 ; 
Garments gay ar d rich as may be, 

Deck'd Rh Jewe's ſhe had on: 0 W git. 

' Of a comely ceuntenance, 
Ad Grace was ſhe; 

By biith and parentage 

Ot high degree, 


Bleſſed be the time and FE 
When you came on Spaniſh grouad, 
If that ye may foes be termed, 
Gentle fo:s we have ye tound, 
Within the city ye have von 
Our hearts cach one; 
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As his priſoner there be kept her 
In his hands bea life did lie; 
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Then to your country bear away 
What is your own, 


Reſt you ſtill. you gallan- Lady, 
Reſt y uſtiil and weep no more; 
Of fair Flowers you have plenty, 


Spain doth yie!d ye wonderous ſtore, 


Spaniards fraught with Jealouſy, 
We moſt often find; 


But E glſſhmen throughout the world 


Are counted kind. 


Leave me not un der 2 Spaniard, 
Thou alone enjoy'ſt my heart; 


I am loving, young, and tender, 


Love is likewiſe my deſrt 
Still to court thee day and night, 
My mind is preſt, 


The wife of every Engliſhman 


Is ſurely bleſt, 


It would be a ſhame rar Lady, 


For to bear a woman hence, | 


Engliſh ſoldiers never carry 


Such away without offence. 


x will ttraitway change myſelf, 


And tfit beſo, 


TI like a page will follow thee, 
2  Whereloe er je go. = 


have neither gold nor ſilver, 


For to maintain you in this caſe, 


And to travel is great charges, 


Which you know in every place: 


My chaius ani Jewels every one, 


Shall be thy own, 


And eke ten thouſand pounds in gold, 


Which lies unknown. 


On the ſcas are many dangees, 


Many ſtorms do there ariſe, 
Which will be to Ladies fatal, 
And force the tears from their eyes, 


Well in ir th! ſhail endure 


| he utmolt extremity ; 
For | could find in my heart to loſe 
My life for thee, 
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Courteous Lady leave this ſally, 


H. re come al} that breeds this ſtrife, 


T in England have already 
A ſweet wornan to my wife : 
I would not falſify my word 
For gold or gain, 


Nor yet for all the faireſt dames 


Which are in Spain. 


O how happy i 13 that woman, 


Who e joys fo true a friend, 


Many days [| pray God fend her, 


Thus of my full make an end. 


On my knees I do pardon crave, 


For this my offence, 
Which love and true aſſectien 
Did the firſt commence. 


Commend me to that gallant lady, 


Bear to her this chain of gold, 


With theſe bracelets for a token, 


Grieving that I was fo bold, 
All my Jewels in like Sort 
Take thru with thee; 


For they are Acting. for thy wite, 


But not for! me. 


p11 ſpend wy days in prayer, 


Love ard all his laws defy, 


In a nunnery [ wiil ſh:oud me, 


Far from any companys 


But ere my prayers have an end, 


Be thou lure of this, 


To pray for thee and thy Lady 


X wilt not mits, 


"Thus farewell thou gallant captain, 


F:rewe'l to my hearts content, 
Count no Spaniſh Ladies wanton, 
Tho' to thee my heart was bent. 


All Joy and true FIOIperitys 


Remain with thee, 


The like thereof fall to ty ſhare, 


Mcſt fair Lady, 


Church-Vard, London. 
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